BARBARIAN STORIES

blue bone rings in five places. He looked at his barley
and sniffed and scratched himself, and cleaned his
teeth with a thorn. Three-Red picked up a stone and
came down the edge of his own field. Ash-in~the-Air
looked round and Three-Red dropped the stone and
for a moment took the attitude and expression of
someone being sick. However, he got to the boundary-
wall and looked over. There they were still, the
lovely, darling little barley women, stretching up
green out of the earth! Three-Red swallowed hard
and said to Ash-in-the-Air: 'How have you made
them so big?'

Ash-in-the-Air just stooped and stroked their tips
and then stood up and grinned silently at Three-Red,
who, leaning against the turf wall, began to twitch a
little and trip with his feet.

'How so big?' he half shouted; 'how so thick?'
But Ash-in-the-Air did not know, except that the
Gods must be, very properly, pleased with him, the
Chiefs sister's son; although perhaps also it had been
useful to dig deep, nearer to them, as he had done
that winter, a hand deeper than any of the others.
But it had just been because he was feeling strong and
liked digging, liked the funny stones and roots and
worms that came up out of the earth and spread
themselves, fresh and thick-smelling, or wriggling
and pink, under his eyes. He said: 'I did it. My
field likes me. Your field doesn't like you.' Then he
said, just because it came into his head, not really at
all to make Three-Red angry: 'The Chief says that
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